PATCHWORK                                         "B"
go to hospital from time to time) she is put into a
small, closed sort of litter, which her husband hires
a man to trundle, while he walks beside, and which
has but one wheel, and that in front, so that it looks
like a wheelbarrow. True, in the evening we have
seen her wandering about, closely veiled of course,
in the servants' common compound.*
I suppose the boy's runnings in and out make a
chain of little events in her day; and then she has
the sewing and cooking to do.
She seems very skilful with her fingers, judging
by the -way she knotted the wool through the
canvas. She is very childlike in her diffidence,
especially when she holds out her work for approval
with a shy smile. The bearer looked on delighted,
obviously very proud of her. I was glad to see
that, for I had imagined that all Moslems looked
on their women as lower domestic animals, but I
feel he is just as fond of her as he is of his only son.
In spite of her drab, monotonous life she seems
contented. I suppose she had never expected very
much of life; and now, here she is, with an affec-
tionate husband and enough rupees to supply their
*Our servants' quarters were built on two sides of an enclosed square,
a hundred yards across and two hundred distant from our bungalow, all
within the College estate. The Moslem quarters faced the Hindu. Each
house consisted of one room and a tiny yard surrounded by a tea-foot
brick wall.
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